

z The Tragedy ofOdn ello 

H e (in good time) muft his Leiutenant be, 

And I Sir (bldTe the marke) his Moore (hips Ancient. 

Rod. By heauen I rather would haue bin his hangman. 
lag. But ther's no remedy, 

Tis the curie of feruice. 

Preferment goes by letter and affedion. 

Not by the olde gradation, where each fecond 
Stood heire to the firft : 

Now fir be iudge your fclfe. 

Whether I, in any iuft tearme am affin’d 
to loue the Moore ? 

Rod. I would not follow him then. 
lag. O fir, c intent you, 

I follow him to ferue my turne vpon him. 

We cannot all be ma fters, nor all mailers 
Cannot be cruely followed, you ihall marke 
Many a dutiousand knee-crooking knaue. 

That (doting on hisowne obfequious bondage ) 

Weares out his time much like his mailers Aife, 

For nought bHt prouender, and when hee’s old cafhierd,* 
Whip mee fuch honeft knaues : 

Others there are, 

Who trim’d in for mes a n J villages of duty, 

Kerpe yet their hearts, attending on themfclues, 

And throwing but (hewes of feruice on their Lords ; 

Doe well thriue by ’em. 

And when they haue lin’d their coates, 

Doe themfclues homage. 

Thole fclloxes haue fome foule, 

And fuch a one doe I profefle my fclfe,— -for fir. 

It is as fure as you are Roderigo, 

Were i the Moore, I would not be lago; 

In following him, I follow but my felfe. 

Heauen is my iudge, not I, 

For loue and duty, but feetning fo, for my peculiar end % 
For when my outward adion doth demonllrate 
The n Jtiue ad, and figure of my heart, 

Iq. complement externe, tis not long after. 


But 



the Moore of Venice. 


But I will weare my heart vpon my fleeue. 

For Dawes to pecks at, 

I am not what I am. 

Rod. What a full fortune docs the thicklips owe. 

If he can carry’t thus ? 
lag. Call vp her father, 

Rowfe him, make after him, poy fort his delight, 

Proc’aime him in the ftreer, incenfe her Kinfmen, 

And tho he in a fertile climate dwell, 

Plague him with flyes : tho that his ioy be ioy, 

Yer throw fuch changes of vexation out. 

As it may loofc fome colour. 

Rod. Here is her fathers houfe, Tie call aloud. 

Jag. Doe with like timerous accent, and dire yell, 

As when by night and negligence, the fire 
Is fpied in populous Cities. 

Rod. What ho, Brabantio, Seignior Brabantio i bo i 
lag. Awake, what ho, Brabantio, 

Theeues, theeucs, theeues : 

Looke to your houfe, your Daughter, andyour bags,. 
Theeues, theeues. 

Brabantio at a Vrmdo'fr. 

'Bra. W hat is the reafon of this ten ible fummons ? 
What is the matter there ? 

Rod. Signior, is all your family within ? 
l*g* Areyourdooreslockr? 

Bra. Why wherefore aske you this ? 

Jag Sir you are robd, for fhame put on your gowne, 
Your heart is bur ft, you haue loft halfe your foule ; 

Euen now, very now, an old blacke Ram * 

Is tupping your white Ewe ; arife,arife. 

Awake the fnorting Citizens with the bell, 

Or elfe the Diuell will make a Grandfire of you, arife I fay. 
Bra. What, haue you loft your wits ? 

Rod. Moil reuerend Seignior, doe you know my voice ? 
■Bra. Nor (, what are you? 

Rod, My name is Rodtrigo, 
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